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inability of the harassed engineering industry to supply us with more
pairs of skates, and the scheme languished. Bureaucracy found other
fun for itself and the masses.
Meanwhile, the dance of death from hunger and prolonged
under-nourishment was still going dismally on in Soviet Russia
despite the New Economic Policy, and the American Relief Admini-
stration, having fed the famished millions of Central Europe, Coffered
to bring the surplus of the overflowing capitalist West tolhe rescue
of the famine-stricken Communist East in the sacred name of
charity, and in the equally sacred name of necessity Lemin accepted.
I first learned that the Americans were coming to Russia from an
officer of the militia, the body which had now taken over the duties
of ordinary police.
One of the duties of this officer was to keep an -eye on our biggest
skating-rink, and I had bought his goodwill with an occasional free
pass for his friends and a glass of vodka which I was sometimes able to
obtain. By way of return, I suppose, Grigorieff invited me one
morning when we had met in the street to step up with him to a
near-by flat where he had a case to investigate. I thought his sense of
gratitude was a little twisted when I discovered the nature of the
case he had in hand. A man had actually been arrested on a charge
of cannibalism. Of course, he was mad, driven insane by hunger,
very probably, but it was symptomatic, was it not ? This was my
militia officer speaking. He was a Communist but an outspoken critic
of the failure of the Government to provide the necessities of life for
its masses.
I went along. The flat had obviously been at one time a luxury
residence, but it was now as dirty, neglected, and empty as the
majority of its kind in Petrograd. The occupant, a wild-eyed,
unkempt creature of middle age, was guarded by two armed militia
soldiers. His cheek-bones all but pierced the skin of his face, Can-
nibalism was evidently not a fattening diet. GrigoriefF asked him a
few questions which he seemed not to understand, then led the way to
a back room where stood a large barrel with a lid held down by two
broken cobble-stones. A soldier removed the lumps of stone and the
lid and fished inside with a couple of sticks. Gingerly he lifted out of
the brine which filled the barrel a grisly white pickled human hand
from which a slice of flesh and the little finger had recently been cut
off. GrigoriefF spat on the floor and swore. It needed only sawdust
underfoot to turn the place into a butcher's shop.
"Put the------thing back and remove it to the police-station,"
he ordered. "The Americans had better come quick," he com-
mented gruffly. He went on to tell me that the American Relief
Administration was shortly setting up headquarters in Petrograd